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Digging my way to something better 


Author's Notes: 

Written for the 2020 Grant Your Own Wish Challenge. My original prompt was James and his bodyguard. The 
bodyguard can be a real person (borus points!) or an OMC. Make it smutty. | played around with a few other 
wishes the first couple weeks of January with no success before this Bodyguard Dave bunny hopped onto the 
page. I'd also been wanting to write a story based on the lyrics of "Bleeding Me". Unfortunately, the challenge 
ended before the story did, so I've split what | have into chapters. | hope you enjoy! 


Dallas, TX 
August 3, 2000 


| forgot how much it stings to get blood in my eyes. | forgot how much scalp wounds love to bleed. | forgot 
how heavy and cold my shirt feels soaked in red. | forgot just how bright that red looks pumped fresh from 


my own veins. 


| forgot how much it scares me. 


“Alright, let's have a look" 

He leans over me, mercifully blocking the light. Lifts my ten-gallon hat and peels the bandanna back from my 
brow. It sounds perversely like a kiss as it comes away, audibly sticky, from my torn flesh. | still can't feel the 
wound itself--adrenaline is funny like that--so | don't realize l'm still bleeding until a fresh trickle burns the 
corner of my eye. 

"Easy." He pulls my fist away, and | feel cloth pressed to my eyelid instead. | assume it's the bandanna until he 
steps back again with a crimson smear on the hem of his shirt. My shirt, rather. The plaid one | loaned him 
before we left. His undercover uniform. "Had a feeling this might happen" 

"What might happen?" 

"Alcohol's an anti-coagulant:" 

No idea what that means, except that it must've made the bleeding worse, or he wouldn't have mentioned it. 
"Don't go blaming this shit on me. You were watching. You know | only had one shot of Cuervo and a couple'a 


beers. That's all." 


On top of the whiskey | dose on the down-low throughout the day, but that doesn't count. | don't even feel 
that. | only feel it start to wear off if | don't keep up. Like | said--doesn't count. 


"Not blaming you, just stating the facts. 
"Whatever. Can you make it stop?" 

He tosses me a clean bandanna from my wardrobe case. "That depends" 
"On what?" 


How much extra cash I'm willing to pay, most likely. Which | will. He may have to wait a couple days, but | will. | 
just don't want to offer before he asks. 


"On whether you're willing to let the medics fix you up" 
Panic floods my veins with a fresh shot of adrenaline. "No way. No fuckin’ way’ 

"Look, Im sure if you ask them to keep it quiet, they'l-—" 

"Were you even listening back there in the cab?" Which, by the way, just happened to be sitting in the alley 
behind the bar when we needed to make a getaway. That part, | still haven't figured out. | just know that it 


looked like a crime scene by the time | got out. Hopefully word won't hit the tabloids before this leg of the 


tour is over. "I said no hospital. | said no medics. | said nobody else finds out about this until | say so. | can't 


dumb it down any more than that, so do us both a favor and quit asking." 

"You're the one who asked, so l'm telling you. You need stitches." 

His matter-of-fact patience is comforting and maddening at the same time. | need his help. | want his help. He's 
giving me that help even though l'm being a dick. Even though | don't deserve it. But if there's one thing | hate 
more than getting my ass handed to me in a fight, it's not being able to throw a single decent punch before 
someone else jumps in to finish what | started My fists are still clenched, knuckles itching to connect with 
flesh. | want to hit someone who deserves to be hit--and who'll hit me back. In other words, not the guy l'm 
literally paying to protect me. 

"Right now?" 


"Sooner the better, if you wanna make sound check" 


| follow his glance to the clock above the door. Less than two hours to make it look like nothing happened. 


Closer to one hour before someone or another comes knocking. Fuck. 


"What if | just, | dunno, tied this bandanna around my head?" | flip my makeshift compress, only to find it's 
soaked through. “Really, really tight. Would that stop the bleeding?" 


"Even if it did, you'd have a monster headache after ten minutes.” 


Like | won't anyway, once the adrenaline wears off? That's what happens when someone breaks a bottle across 


your face. You feel that shit for days. It's its own hangover. 
"So what am | supposed to--" 
"Stay there." 


| sink back into the couch, palms raised, unsure whether to be offended or impressed at the sudden sharpness 


of his tone. 


"Just sit tight” He tosses me another folded bandanna. I've gone through so many, I'm starting to feel like a 
fucked-up rodeo clown. "Keep that compress on your head and try to relax. I'll be right back" 


Another flare of panic as he reaches for the doorknob. 
"Where're you going?" 
And why the fuck do | sound so afraid? 


"Don't worry, I'm just gonna find us a first aid kit" He flashes that dopey smile again. The one he's been 


flashing nonstop since he joined the security crew. Mostly at me. "Hopefully the medics are busy eating cake." 


Oh yeah. The cake. The big-ass cake with the big-ass Metallica logo that | would be smashing my face into 
right now if my face weren't already smashed. Same thing | do every birthday when we're on the road. Smile 
for the camera when they wheel out the cake. Try to blow out the trick candle. Pretend to laugh. Headbutt the 
cake--| want a flame | can fucking extinguish for once--and rear back, cackling my frosted ass off like it's all 


one big joke. Because it is. What happened when | ditched today's party just proves it. 

"Yo!" 

He whips his head around like Lassie. My faithful companion. My trusty sidekick The human collie l'm paying a 

thousand bucks an hour (| offered the thousand; he added per hour) to keep my drunk ass from falling down a 
well. Or getting killed in a bar fight. Whichever. Money well spent, for once. Does that count as a bright spot? 

"What's up?" 

"Do not tell anyone where--" 


"Relax, dude. | got this." 


His name's not Yo. It's Dave. Which is right behind Lars and Jason on the list of names | don't want anywhere 


near my lips right now, so I've just been calling him Yo. 

"l'm serious, man" And Man. "Anyone asks--" 

"IIl tell em you're sleeping. They know not to fuck with you anyway.” 

Door slam. 

Or maybe a gentle click. Hard to tell, because the sound's been funky in my left ear since it met the ass-end 
of Frat Boy's Budweiser. | close my eyes and imagine I'm on CSL The bottle slow-motion shatters against my 
temple. The bottom careens off my earlobe. The jagged top skates across my forehead, leaving a gash over 
my right eyebrow. Heh. Get it? A gash A wound shaped like the very pussy he made of me. That's also what 
he called me right before | lost my shit and shoved him. A pussy. More specifically, a pussy who can't think 
for myself because I'm too busy sucking my drummer's dick 

Did | mention that cocksucker knocked the hat off my head too? Speaking of laughs. | open my eyes and watch 
it swim into focus. Jason gave me this hat, so | don't give a shit (any more) if it gets bloodied, but that's 
beside the point. You don't touch a man's Stetson. 


You especially don't touch James Hetfield's fucking Stetson. 


But the damage is done, and now l'm sick of looking at the damn thing, so | swat it off the arm of the couch. 


Bottles clatter. | curse myself for flinching at what would otherwise sound like church bells--and for salivating 


all the same. 


Ah, well. What doesn't kill me just makes me try harder. 


To be continued. 


Pushing to stay with something better 


Author's Notes: 
Took a long and much-needed break for personal health reasons, and I'm finally beginning to feel inspired again 


Thank you as always for your patience. Y Next chapter is finished and will be up sometime this week 


| wasn't actually trying to get myself killed. | wasn't even looking for a fight. In fact, that's exactly what I've 
spent the last week avoiding. Exactly why | demanded my own private dressing room. Exactly why | refused to 
share a hotel suite with anyone but Kirk, and why | haven't said more than two words at a time to the others, 
except during rehearsal and sound check. Lars can complain about my attitude all he wants. | know my limits. | 
know when | need to keep my hands in my pockets so they don't end up around his scrawny neck. | know when 


to keep my distance so that we can keep this act together. 


Problem is, there's no distance on a tour bus. Never mind how huge and luxurious they look from the outside. 
Inside is always too close for comfort. Privacy is a bunk curtain that can easily be yanked aside. Maybe five 
minutes in the shitter before someone pounds on the door. Add the Texas heat and a failing A/C system, and 
it feels more like a submarine in an old war movie. Or a circus wagon. Yeah. Definitely a circus wagon. Which, | 
suppose, makes me the trained bear--pacing my cage, pawing the floor, fighting my urge to devour the 


ringmaster before the show. 
True to my feral nature, | made my escape the moment those wheels stopped turning. 


Kirk already knew | was skipping the party. Jason and Lars would figure it out soon enough. The crew were 
used to me stalking off the bus without a word, so they barely looked my way. The only person brave and/or 
stupid enough to wish me happy birthday was our newest security rookie. Dave something. Soon to be known 
as Yo. | made no reply as | looked him up and down, then steered him by the elbow into my dressing room. 
Anyone watching would assume | was schooling him on Papa Het's Personal Rules of Etiquette or making him 


suck my cock. | knew they wouldn't give a fuck either way as long as | made sound check. 

Poor Dave had no clue what he was really in for. His eyes went wide as | locked the door and backed him 
against it, but he never flinched. Nor did he immediately start asking me a bunch of bullshit questions. | could 
tell from the tension in his biceps that he was stronger than he looked. | leaned in until my whiskers scraped 
his ear. Still no flinch. 

He might've been waiting for me to kiss him. 


| might've done just that if | didn't already have a plan. 


"You know how to fight?" 


"Depends on the fight,” he replied, with just enough wariness to make me appreciate his honesty. "But yeah. | 


can usually hold my own" 

"Good. What's your shirt size?" 

He told me and | nodded my approval. 
"Wanna make a thousand bucks?" 


"Uh." His eyes flicked downward. Or maybe that's just how I'm remembering it now. Wishful thinking. Decisions | 
should've made differently. "Doing what..exactly?" 


| need outta this shithole. Just for a few hours. | need someone to stick to me like glue while also staying the 


fuck outta my way." 
"Like a bodyguard?" 
| snorted. Even though it was kinda cute, the way he said it. 


"Slow down, Kevin Costner. More like a spotter. Watch my ass without calling attention to it. That sound like 


something you can handle?" 


Rhetorical question. He'd been doing exactly that since he joined the crew in LA. a few weeks back. At least he 
was subtle and respectable about it, and he clearly cared more about the band as a whole than any 
opportunity to get close to me. But | knew he'd jump at the latter under the right circumstances--or at least 
the right price. Before he could answer either way, | piled on the incentives. | would take the fall if anything 
went wrong. | would make sure he didn't get fired. | would compensate him in full for any injuries. Et cetera, et 


cetera 

"Not that you need to worry about any of that," | added. 

Famous last words. Even | should have known | was jinxing myself. (Or maybe | did. Maybe that's why | enlisted 
him. To quote another Dave, hindsight is always 20/20) That's probably why his next question was not where 
we were going, but whether the offered grand was total or hourly. Considering | almost offered him five to 
begin with, the answer was a no-brainer. He only had one question in reply. 


"Do you have a disguise?" 


| grinned for the first (and, so far, only) time today. "This is Texas, my friend. No easier place for a cowboy to 
blend in." 


Like | said: famous last words. 


My pulse catches for a moment as the door opens, but luckily it's only Kevin Costner again. 
"| got good news and bad news." 
"Ah, fuck. Who found out?" 


"Relax," he says. "Nobody as far as | know. The good news is, | found a first aid kit with everything we need. 


Except sutures” 

"So, what's the bad news?" 

"That is the bad news” 

"Big deal" | peel the compress away. "See? Not even bleeding any more. 


Famous last words. Every last one I've spoken today. The most merciful thing | could do for anyone at this 


point would be to stuff that bandanna into my mouth and choke on it. 
"Whoa, whoa. Close your eyes." Dave pulls my hand away before it reaches the wound. There's a crinkling 
sound, then something dabbing my brow. "Keep ‘em closed. I'm gonna pour some water on your face so we can 


both see better. Might sting a little, so watch out." 


Barely stings at all. | hope to fuck that's adrenaline and not nerve damage. | know it's not the beer or tequila, 


because those wear off in no time on a good day. 


| don't know what to make of the half-chub | manage to pop while Dave finishes mopping me up. | don't care as 
long as he doesn't notice. At least | know my dick still works. 


"Well. It's not as big as | expected" 
"That supposed to be a compliment?" 


Dave smirks in spite of himself. In my mind, anyway. "But the cut itself is too deep to stay closed on its own 


There's no way you're leaving this room without stitches." 
"Okay, first of all--" 
"Not unless you wanna bleed yourself blind before you even reach the stage." 


Obviously doesn't help that my brow is knotted in anger, but there's fuck-all | can do about that. "So, in other 


words, | have no choice now. Gotta bring in the medics." 


"Or | could do it myself." 


| bark out a laugh. "With what, asshole?" 
"Sewing kit." 
"Where the fuck is there a sewing kit?" 


In my wardrobe case, turns out. Peeking out from the pocket he must've grabbed the bandannas from. Dave 


drags the coffee table closer and plops his ass right in front of me. | have to splay my knees to accommodate 


his. 


But that's not why my stomach is coiling. Not just, anyway. 


To be continued. 


Sowing the seeds | take for granted 
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"You have any idea what the hell you're doing?" 


"A thousand cumulative hours sewing battle vests?" Dave snaps off a length of black thread with his teeth 
and nails the eye of the needle in one try. "I should hope so." 


Jesus Christ. This is my face, not a fucking Black Sabbath patch. 

"Give it to me." 

"Sorry. No can do." 

"Why? You want the bragging rights?" 

Dave sighs. "Look at your hand" 

Hovering between us, the lines of my palm etched dark with blood. Shaking like an ashtray on an amplifier. | 
close my eyes again and see that same hand in front of my face, not balled into a fist but raised in accidental 
surrender from the shock of my skull hitting the floor. Couldn't even cock back a punch before Dave came 
hurtling out of nowhere and shoulder-slammed that dickhead into the two behind him, spilling all three off 
their stools. Like a goddamn Popeye cartoon. Or did | dream all that? 

"Just the adrenaline. Nothing a shot won't fix." 

| reach for a bottle, only for Dave to pry it from my fist. 

"The fuck, man?" 

"Who do you trust more," he asks, "me or the medics?" 

"I trust myself when it comes to my own skin!" 


"Then why the hell did you pay me to save it?" 


We lock eyes. | had no idea Dave's were this dark, or his gaze this bottomless and magnetic. My pulse slows 


even as my fist remains clenched. 

"Look. You're right. | get that, okay?" 

"And | get why you're pissed and trying to pick a fight" 

"Then maybe we should both shut up and get this over with." 

"Couldn't agree more." 

| watch him pull a lighter from his pocket and dance the flame over the tip of the needle. | watch the 
reflection flicker in his eyes. | wouldn't call it soothing, knowing what he's about to do, but it's hypnotic enough 
to distract me from the confiscated bottle. 

At least until he hands me another clean bandanna and tells me to bite down 

Turns out Dave's first aid kit had no rubbing alcohol either. Hence the vodka. A shower of liquid fire and a 
muffled scream later, and I'm slumped shivering between Dave's knees as he towels my hair. He sits me back 
up. Dries my face. Pulls the gag from my mouth (had he read my mind?) and puts a bottle to my lips instead. 
Water this time. Ice cold Tastes like absolute heaven. 


Still wish to hell it were whiskey. 


"Worst part's over," Dave assures me. "Won't be completely numb, but the endorphins should help take the 


edge off 

"Less talking, more stitching." 

"You're the boss." 

He hooks a hand beneath my knee and tugs me forward until my head is resting against the back of the couch. 
Looks like I'm still not allowed to lie down. Something about keeping the wound above heart-level until the 
bleeding stops. Not sure how Dave will get close enough to see what he's doing, unless.. 

| feel the cushions sink on either side of my legs. Yep. He's gonna straddle me. 

"Would it be easier to move the couch?" 

"Best light's right here.” 

Guess thats a nope. | catch the glare of a bulb as Dave tilts my face, then the glint of a needle. | shut my 


eyes. Swallow hard as he pinches the wound closed. Go as limp as | possibly can under the circumstances. l'm 
not afraid of the pain. | don't mind needles, or | wouldn't have tattoos. But there's a world of difference 


between pricking the surface and repeatedly shoving a sewing needle all the way fucking through. 
‘Lemme get that first stitch," | grunt. "Please." 

"Ive already got the first three” 

"Bullshit: 


| reach blindly for the needle. My fingers catch what feels like a guitar string, thin and taut, and the nerves in 


my brow thrum accordingly. 

"Easy," Dave whispers. "Just relax. Try not to tense up." 

"What am | supposed to do with my hands?" 

His keep right on working, pinching and tugging and shooting electric tingles over my scalp, even as he chuckles. 
"And what the hell's so funny?" 

Better not be fucking nerves. He better not be one of those idiots who start laughing their asses off when 
they're freaked out. Like | did when we first got back to the dressing room and | saw my blood-drenched face 
in the mirror. 

"Sounds like we're on a first date." 

Jesus. | guess a dirty mind is better than nervous laughter at a time like this. 

ls that why you're all up in my lap?" | retort. 

"Don't flatter yourself, Hetfield” 

Whoa-ho. Listen to the mouth on this one. Maybe | should've gone straight for it when | first dragged Dave in 
here, instead of dragging him to that honky-tonk | spotted on the way in. We could've saved that for after the 
show. 

He's lucky | have a needle stuck in my face, or | might buck my hips just to see what he'd do. 


"Either way, you're awful chatty for someone | basically told to shut the fuck up." 


Dave tugs the needle. Just enough to make me hiss. "You're awful chatty for someone who wants me to shut 


the fuck up." 


"Touché." 


"Actually, its pronounced touchy" 
"What?" 
"The thing you're doing with your hands." 


Clutching his hips. Digging my nails into the swell of bone just above his leather belt. | let go, palms raised, and 
feel my face go hot. 


| honest to fuck didn't realize. 

"Where the hell else am | supposed to put ‘em?" 

"Wherever's comfortable." 

His playful nonchalance makes it impossible to tell whether he's fucking with me in the joking sense or trying to 
in another sense. Not unless | open my eyes. Even then, his face would be a dark silhouette behind a blurred 
pair of hands. | let mine fall to my sides. 

They find their way right back to Dave's hips a moment later when the needle begins to sting. 

"Almost done." 

And yet he slides closer as he says it, pulling the already-strained denim even tighter across my groin. | can 
smell tobacco on his breath and the tang of sweat rising from his open collar. | can feel heat rolling off his 
body in waves. Or is that me? | reach between us to unbutton the shirt | was too dizzy to peel off when we 


first got back to the dressing room. 


The kiss of cold air against my bloodied chest just makes the rest of my body even warmer. | open my mouth 


to distract from the urge to open my pants. 


"Go ahead and say it." 


To be continued. 


